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life and did!
this

Conniston, of Hit Mijcity! Royal NortkwcK
BETWEEN Police, awl Keith, Uw outlaw, tkere was a strik-

ing and facial resemblance. It hovered in a

tuhdc ui Moanalyzed presence that was constantly suggesting to
Csnnliton a line of aetiomthat would nare made bin a traitor

hk oath of duty. He represented the law. For twenty-seve- n

mniMhn he had followed Keith, and always there has been. in hU

iBsnctfaot parting Injunction o) the splendid service of which

he was a part "Don't cone back until you get your man, dead
or aMre.M Otherwise

A racking cough split in upon his thoughts. He sat up on the
edee of his cot, and at the gasping cry of pain that came with the
rod stain of blood on his lips, Keith went to hint and wkh a
strong arm supported his shoulders. He said nothing, and after
a moment Connioton wiped the stain away and laughed softly.

Thanks, old top," he said. Thanks."
His fingers closed over the maaacled-marke- d wrist
Over their head the ajcric storm was crashing in a mghty

fury, u if striving to beat down the little cabin that had dared
to rear itself in the dun-gra-y emptiness at the. top of the world,.

' eight hundred miles from civilization.
Wd better lie down," suggested KoWl

Contusion, Instead, rose slowly to Us feet and wen o a table
on which a seal-o- il lamp was burning.

It's nueer, devilish ueer,M he said. "I was told to bring you
in dead et alive and at the end of the twenty-sixt- h imVI

ot you alive. I froze, and I starved, and I drowned. I haven't
seen a white woman's face in eighteen months. But I beat you

t la. Thafs the jolly good part of it, Keit- h- beat you and

K you, and there's the proof of it on your wrists this mtnute.
r'wm. Do you concede that? You must befair, old top, because

Wis me last bte game I'll ever" play." There wasa break; a

yearning that was almost plaintive m his voice.
Keidinodded. "You won," he amd. "You won 90 soare4hat

when the frost got youf Jung1

"You didn't take advantage of m

Mi .. -- t - .... of t With
e," MMcrrnse Cte.Tbifs wnerc Ok nwnorxnacs uie immj Pv w. -- m - v..names in. I had you an uea up itK 7s

And instead of doing to me as I was going to do to you, instead
making getaway while I wa helpless--Ketde-o- idaf killing me or your

pal you've tried to nurse me bade to life I Isnt
mat funny? Could anything be funnier?"

He reached a hand across the table and gripped KeiA s. And

then, toe few moments, he bowed his head while hss ody was
MStvumsd by another .racking cough.

got k out to the day," he went on, Jjptng
awrTLTsUin witn aXh already dyed red. This Tiwrs-da- y:

I won't see another Sunday. Then W1I have to dig a

hok and bury me. After mat you will no longer be held by the

wcd.of honor you gave me when I slipped of your manacles.

And I'm. asking you what are you going to do?"
Over the taWe they looked into each over's eyes, and this time

It was Keith's fingers that ttghtened about Conniston's. ,
"Keith's face agei even as the dying Englishman starod athim.

1 g back,' he said heavily
hTCoronation Gulf ? You'll return to-A- at

Kyoud,y'IIpmadl
--I expect to," said Keith. "But it's the only thwg left You

mww mat--"

It was Conniston's turn to nod his head, slowly and thought-futr- y.

Tes, of course-
,- he agreed. "But they'll get you, even

up there. And I'm sorry."
Their hnd unclasped. Cemuotou filled his pipe and

liaBntod k. - -- .'----.,
he m in. 1 like you.' Do Kekh,

I wish we'd bten born bromers and you hadn't killed a man.

font night I slipped me ring-do- gs on you I fek almoK like a

devil. I wouldn't say it if it wasn't for this bally lung. But
wsiAejiseofkeeingkbacknow? I'd make a topping ;good
wacer you're not she sort tncy make you out. And so I d urc
to killed JiidfeKirkstone?" .

Kekh's two fists, knotted in the centre of the table. Conwston-sa- w

hk blue eyes darken for an instant wkh a savage fire.
"What if I said I didn't kill Judge Kirkstone?"
I'm after facte, and you can't lie to a dying man. Did you

kilt lodge Kirkstone?"
"Idon't know," replied Kekh slowly, looking steadily into Ae

other's eyes. "I think so, and yet I am not positive. I.went to

his home mat night with the determination to wring justice from

hint or kill km. I wkh you could look at k all with m eyes,
-- Contusion. You could if you had known myjather. 'From the

time Iwas ten years old we were inseparable. I guess I was
twenty before he told me of the deadly feudthat existed between

him and Kirkstone, and it never troubled me much-becau- se I
didn't think anything would ever come of it until Kirkstone got
hka. Then I realked that all through the years the old rattle-

snake had been watching for his chance. It was a frame-u- p from
beginning to end, and ray father stepped into the trap. My
fatfcer got ten years. He Was innocent. And the only man on

earth who could prove his innocence was Kirkstone, the man who

was gloating like a Shylock over hk pound of flesh. Conntsteu,

k you had known these things and had been in my shoes, what
would you kave done?

!3htf another taper over tie oilfame,
CONNISTON,. answered: "I don't know yet, old chap.

you do?"
"If ever a man begged for another man's life, I begged for

my father's for the few words from Kirkstone that would set

him free. He sat there, fat and oily, two big rings on his stubby

finern a monstrous toad in human form and he chuckled and
' faughed at me in his oy, as though I were a mountebank play-

ing amusing tricks for hka and there ray soul was bleeding
itself out before his eyes! And hk son came in, fat and oily

and aecursed like hk father, and he laughed at me. I could still
hear their gloating laughter when I stumbled out into the night.

It haunted me. I heard it in the trees. It came in the wind.
'

Mr brain was filled with it and suddenly I turned back, and
I went into that house again without knocking, and I faced the
two of mem atone once more in that room. And this time,

Ciaaiitsn, I went back to get justice or to kill. Thus far it
was peesnedkated, but I went with my naked hands."

Kekh rose from the table 'and began to pace back and forth.

The son began it," said Keith. "He sprang at me. I struck
him. We crJed, and the beast himself leaped at me with
some tort of weapon in his hand. The first blow almost broke

shoulder In the scufie I wrenched it from his hand, andany
men I found k was a long, rectangular bar of copper made for
s Mer-weigb- t. In that same initant I saw the son snatch up-- a

similar object from the table, and in the act he smashed the
table lieht In the darkness we fought I did not feel that I"

was fighting men. They were monsters and gave me the horrible
icnution fff being in darkness with crawling serpents. Yes, I
struck hard. And the son was striking, and neither of us could
see. I fek nay weapon hit, and it was then that Kirkstone
crumpled down wkh a blubbery wheeze. The next morning

wa found in that room. And the oneeuty one copper-weig- ht

that was kftwa covered with Kirkstone's blood and hair. Six
month later my father died m prison, and for three years I've
been hunted as a fox k hunted by the hounds."

"tit down!"
The Englishman's voice was commanding. Keith dropped

hack to hk seat, breathing hard.
"Keith, when a man knows he's going to live, he is blind to a

J If you had told me that story a month ago, I'd have taken you
down to the. hangman just the same. It would have been my

oqr, yu snow, and i mignt nave rBt jv t.tijr,j,. ar
you can't Ik to me now. Kirkstone deserved to die. And so
Pre made up my mind what you're going to do. You're not
going back to Coronation Gulf. You're going south. You're.
going back into God's country again. And you're not going as
John Kekh, the murderer, but as Derwent Conniston, of His
Makoty's Royal Mounted Police I Do you get me, Keith? Do
you understand?"

Keithpimply stared. The Englishman twisted a mustache,' a
iMtf-humoro- us gleam in his eyes.

"Quite a scheme, don't you mink, old chap? Trim that
sache and board of yours a little, and a hk of a scar over your
right eye, and you can walk in on old McDowell himself, and
PR wager he'd jump up and say, 'Blest my heart, if it isn't
Connkton.' That's all I've got to leave you, Kekh, a dead

iuwa'a domes and same. But you're welcome. They'll be m
use to me after

lUmJ fKekk's triumph er tkc dmngtrt thmt ctnFrmntmi him
in Jm-m- Osmor CwndU fm--t isooV, "THE RIVER'S EftD."
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The inspector, th daughter of the man he had killed, and if hi real identity were discovered death!

Recognition
npHIS vivid and unforgettable story ofJohn Keith seems like

thing you yourself are living and makes yout own Kfe

like fiction. John'Keith were recognized upon hi&retu
river near his boyhood home, he; would face he Wa&$0$&L

You meet people who have always known you
and. other people who --knew only Conniston.
They have strange influence upon your life. You
feel the shock of things which, dying, he has had
no time to tell you. You are stirred by great pas-

sions of hate andJove love for such a woman
as you have never met before. To tell her who
you are means death, and not to 'tell her means
to lose her love. -- : '

r

No modern novel has a more, stirring and
more natural situation of love, mystery andN

struggle. What Kipling did for -- the British
Tommy, what James Fenimore Cooper did for

aMnMSBsN
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the Indian, Cmwod hasudone foJRgfP
Northwest Mounted Police andt Gff&acfak;

Do you want to meet strongimen wBoypu
will adSrire and women whom youjwill fovejT,

and watch their high qualities of truth and
sympathy expressed in a supremelynterE
drama of the wilderness?"

Do you want to live for the next few hours
an outdoor life of thrilling courage, hope imid
love, in which you will forget everythmg'elsef
You can live it constantly anew. as often as ';
you pick up the book. ";;

THE RIVERS END
&j James Oliver Curwood

JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD, author of "The River's
is a true lover of Nature. Mr. Curwood has

been writing his wonderful stories of God's Country for
Good Housekeeping and Cosmopolitan Magazine; mil-

lions are following the work of this writer withgreat interest.
Unlike many other write Sifc. Curwood dives the life be

tells you. All his time is speiLsiaoe to the Bwftaf Nature whey
he has an opportunity to study the characters he portnsjr to wcsn(

Perhaps no other living writer handles Nature so abfy is Mr.
Curwood,whose books and magazine stories are in sjich trepndous
demand today. You will find in "The River's End" his finoi novel.
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A NEW STORY OF
GO&SXXf&NTRY
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James Oliver Cuxwaod not only
write about God's Country, he
lives clece to the heart f mtiurt:r
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